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| Petus and Arria. 
In the reign of Claudius, the 


'Roman emperor, Arria, the 
wife of Cæcinna Pætus, was an 
illuſtrious pattern of magnani- 
mity and conjugal affe&ion. = 

It happened that her huſband 
and her ſon were both at the 

VOL, II. B ſame 


ri oer 
ſame time attacked with a dan- 
gerous illneſs. The ſon died.— 
He was a youth endued with 
every quality of mind and per- 
ſon which could endear him to 
his parents. His mother's heart 


was torn with all the anguiſh of 


grief ; yet ſhe reſolved to con- 
ceal the diſtreſſing event from 
her huſband. She prepared and 
conducted his funeral ſo private- 


ly, that Pætus did not know of 


his death. Whenever ſhe came 
into her huſband's bedchamber, 
ſhe pretended her ſon was bet- 
ter; and as often as he inquired 


after his health, would anſwer, 


that he had reſted well, or eaten 
i 


- 
* 
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with an appetite. When ſhe 
found that ſhe could no longer 


reſtrain her grief, but her tears 


were guſhing out, ſhe would 


leave the room, and having 
given vent to her paſſion, return 
again with dry eyes and a ſerene 
countenance, as if ſhe had left 
her ſorrow. behind her at the 
door of the chamber. | 

Camillus Scribonianus, the 
governor of Dalmatia, having 


taken up arms againſt Claudius, 


Pætus joined himſelf to his 


party, and was ſoon after taken 


priſoner, and brought to Rome. 
When the guards were going to 
put him on board the ſhip, Ar- 

B 2 ria 
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ria beſought them that ſhe might 
be permitted to go with him.— 
© Certainly,* ſaid ſhe, © you can- 
* not refuſe a man of conſular 
dignity, as he is, a few at- 
tendants to wait upon him ;— 
but if you will take me, I 
alone will perform their of- 
© fice.” This favour, however, 
was refuſed : upon which ſhe 
hired a ſmall fiſhing-veſſel, and 
boldly ventured to follow the 
Re... 

Returning to Rome, Arria 
met the wife of Scribonianus in 
the emperor's palace, who preſ- 
ſing her to diſcover all that ſhe 


| Knew. of the inſurrection , © what,” 
laid 


«a 


Lal 


A 
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faid ſhe, © ſhall 1 regard thy ad- 
„vice, who ſaw thy huſband 
© murdered in thy very arms, 


and yet ſurviveſt him? 


Pætus being condemned to 
die, Arria formed a. deliberate 
reſolution to ſhare his fate, and 
made no ſecret: of her intention. 


Thraſea, 


who married her 


daughter, attempting to dif- 
ſuade her from her purpoſe, 
among other arguments. which 
he uſed, faid to her, Would 
© you then, if my life were to 
© be taken from me, adviſe your 
daughter to die with me? 

Moſt certainly I would,“ ſhe 


replid, if ſhe had lived a 


B 3 


s long 
© and 
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© and in as much harmony with 

* you, as I have lived with Pæ- 
508,” | | : 

Perſiſting in her determina- 
tion, ſhe found means to pro- 
vide herſelf with a dagger; and 
one day, when ſhe obſerved a 
more than uſual gloom on the 
countenance of Pætus, and per- 
- ceived that death, by the hand 
of the executioner appeared to 
him more terrible than in the 
field of glory—perhaps too, ſen- 
ſible that it was chiefly for her 


drew the dagger from her ſide, 
and ſtabbed herſelf before his 


eyes. Then inſtantly plucking 
the 


ſake that he wiſhed to live—ſhe, 


* 
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the weapon from her breaſt, ſhe 
preſented it to her huſband, ſay- 
ing, My Pztus, it is not pain- 
. PL INV. 


When from her breaſt chaſte Arria ſnatch'd 
the ſword, 

And gave the deathful weapon to her lord ; 

My wound, ſhe ſaid, believe me, does not 
ſmart, | 


But thine, alone, my Pztus, pains my heart. 


Eau ano mor 


Character of Cardinal Molſey. 
CATHARINE and CROMWELL, 


cron. How does your grace ? 
CATH. O Cromwell, ſick to death : 
My legs like loaded branches bow. to th' 
earth, 5 
Willing to leave their burden: reach a chair 
80 — 
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So—now methinks I feel a little caſe, 

Didft thou not tell me, Cromwell, as thou 
led'ſt me, 

That the great child of NES Cardinal 
Wolſey, 

Was dead ? 


CroM. Yes, Madam; but I think your 
grace, 
Out of the pain. you ſuffer'd, gave no car 
to't. 
CATH. Pr'ythee, good Cromwell, tell 
me how he dy'd. 
If well, he ſtept before me happily, 


For my example. 


CROM. Well, the voice goes, Madam, 

For after the ſtout earl of Northumberland 

Arreſted him at Vork, and brought him 
forward | 

(As a man ſorely tainted) to his anſwer, 

He fell fick ſuddenly, and grew fo ill 

He could not fit his mule, . 


.  Carn, Alas, poor man ! 


CROM. 


r EM A TSA as, 


Con. At laſt, with eaſy roads he came 
to Leiceſter, 
Lodg'd in the abbey; where the rev rend 


abbot, 
With all his convent, honourabl y receiv'd 
him; 
To whom he gave theſe words. “ O fa- 
ther Abbot, | 


An old man broken with the ſtorms of ſtate, 
Is come to lay his weary bones among ye; 
Give him a little earth for charity !” 
Lo went to bed; where eagerly his ſickneſs 
Purſu'd him ſtill, and three nights after this, 
About the hour of eight (which he himſelf 
Foretold ſhould be his laſt) full of Tepen- 
tance, 
Continual meditations, :tears and ſorrows, 
He gave his honours to the world again, 
His bleſſed part to heav'n, and ſlept in peace. 


CATH. So may he reſt, his faults lie 


bury'd with him 

Yet thus far, Cromwell, give me leave to 
ſpeak him, | 

| And 
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And yet with charity; he was a man 
Of an unbounded ſtomach, ever ranking 
Himſelf with princes: one that by ſuggeſ- 
tion 

Tith'd all the kingdom; ſimony was fair 
play: 

His own opinion was his law. T'th* preſence 
He would ſay untruths, and be ever double 
Both in his words and meaning. He was 
' never, : 

But where he meant to ruin, pitiful. 

His promiſes were, as he then was, mighty; 
But his performance, as he nd&w is, nothing. 
Of his own body he was ill, and gave 

The clergy ill example. 


CROM. Noble Madam, 

Men s evil manners live! in brafs, their vir- 
* tues 

We write in water#, May it pleaſe your 


hjghnefs | 
gh 10. 


* Had Shakeſpear never written another line 
but this, 'twere ſufficient to make him (what. he 
is] immortal, \ 


— 
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To hear me ſpeak his good now ? 


CATH. Yes, good Cromwell, 
I were malicious elſe. 


CROM. This cardinal, 

Though from an humble ſtock, undoubtedly 

Was faſhion'd to much honour from his 
cradle: | 

He was a ſcholar, and a ripe and good one ; 

Exceeding. wiſe, fair ſpoken, and Oe 
ing: 

Lofty and ſour, to them that loy'd him not, 

But to thoſe men that ſought him, ſweet as 
the ſummer. 

And-though he were unſaitsfy'd i in getting, 

(Which was a ſin) yet in beſtowing, Ma- 
dam, 

He was moſt princely; ever witneſs for him 

Thoſe twins of learning that he rais'd in 


— 


5 you, 
. 
Ipſwich and Oxford one of which fell with 
: him, | 
> Unvilling to out- live the good he did it: 


The 


* oer 
5 j 0 | 
1 3 Lac. 
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The other, though unfiniſh'd, yet ſo fa- 


mous, 
80 excellent in art, and fill ſo riſing, 
That Chriſtendom ſhall ever ſpeak his vir- 
tue, | 
His overthrow heap'd happineſs upon him ; 
For then, and not till then, he felt himſelf, 
And found the bleſſedneſs of being little : 
And to add greater honours to his age 
Than man could give him, he dy'd, fearing 
_ God, | 


Cark. After my death I wiſh no other 
| herald, a 
No other ſpeaker of my living actions, 
To keep mine honour from corruption, 
But fuch an honeſt chronicler as Cromwell. 
Whom I moſt hated living thou haſt made 
W . pg 
With thy religious truth and modeſty, 
Now in his aſhes honour. Peace be with 
him ! | | 
SHAKESPEAR. 


Haſſan, 


1 


er 
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Haſſan ; or, the Camel Driver, 


IK ſilent horror, o'er the boundleſs waſte, 
The driver Haſſan with his camels paſs'd : 
One cruſe of water on his back he bore, 
And his light ſcrip contain'd a ſcanty Kore z 
A fan of painted -feathers in his hand, 


To guard his ſhaded face from ſcorching 


ſand. 
The ſultry ſun had gain'd the middle ſky, 
And not a tree, and not an herb was nigh : 
The beaſts, with pain, their duſty way Pur 
ſue, 
Shrill roar'd the winds, and dreary was the 
view ! 


With deſperate ſorrow wild, th' affrighted 


man 

Thrice figh'd, thrice ſtruck his breaft, and 
thus began : 

VOL. II. 8 dad 


* 
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© $ad was the hour, and luckleſs was the 
day, [ way ! 
When firſt from Schiraz* walls I bent my 


Ah ! little thought T of the blaſting wind, 

The thirſt or pinching hunger that I find ! 

Bethink thee, Haſſan, where ſhall thirſt aſ- 
ſwage, | 

When fails this cruſe, his 3 rage; 

goon ſhall this ſcrip its precious load reſign ; 

Then what but tears and hunger ſhall be 
thine 2 


Ye mute companions of my toils, that bear 

In all my griefs a more than equal ſhare: ! 

Here, where no ſprings in murmurs break 
away, 

Or moſs-crown'd fountains miticate the day, 

Jn vain ye hope the green delights to know, 

Which plains more bleſs'd, or verdant vales 


beſtow : | 
Mere rocks alone, . and taſteleſs» ſands are 
found, . [around. 


: And faimt and kckly winds for ever 7 
Sa 
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Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the 
day, 

When firſt from Schiraz* walls I bent my 
way. 


Curſt be the gold and filver which perſuade 
Weak men to follow far-fetiguing trade 
The lily peace outſhines the filver fore, 
And Life is dearer than the golden ore : 
Yet money tempts us o'cr the defart brown, 
To every diſtant mart and wealthy town. 
Full oft we tempt the land, and oft the ſea ; 
And are we only yet repaid by thee ? 
Ah ! why this ruin ſo attractive made? 
Or why, fond man, ſo caſily betray'd ? 
Why heed we not, while mad we hafte 
along, 5 8 
The gentle voice of peace, or pleaſure's 
ſong:? 
Or wherefore think the flow'ry mountain's 
ſide, 


The fountain's murmurs, and the valley's 
pride, 


C C 2 


— 


3 a 0 


Why think we theſe leſs pleaſing to behold 
Than dreary deſarts, if they lead to gold ? 
Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the 
day, . En. : 
When firſt from Schiraz? walls I bent my 


way ! 


L 


ceaſe, my fears! all frantic as I go, 
When thought creates unnumber'd ſcenes of 
woe. 1 

What if the lion in his rage I meet 

Oft in the duſt I view his printed feet; 

And, fearful! oft, when day's declining 
light 

Yields her pale empire to the mourner night, 

By hunger rouz'd, he ſcours the groaning 
plain, | 51. 

Gaunt wolves and ſullen tigers in his train; 

Before them Death, with ſhrieks, directs 
their way! | 

Fills the wild yell, and leads them to their 
prey. | 


Sad 
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Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the 


| day, : 
When firſt from Schiraz' walls I bent my 
way 


At that dead hour the ſilent aſp ſhall creep, 
If aught of reſt I find, upon my ſleep: = 
Or ſome ſwoln ſerpent twiſt his ſcales around, 
And weak to anguiſh with a burning wound. 
Thrice happy they, the wiſe, contented poor; 
From luſt of wealth, and dread of death ſe- 
cure | 3 
They tempt no deſarts, and no griefs they 
find ; 
Peace rules the day, where reaſon rules the 
r ind. 
Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the 
day, | 
When firſt from Schiraz' walls I bent my 
Way ! | 


O hapleſs youth! Sr ſhe thy love hath won, 
The tender Zara, will be moſt undone ! 
C3 812 


5 
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Big fwell'd my heart, and own'd the power- 
ful maid, 

When faſt ſhe dropp'd her tears, and thus 
| the ſaid : 
Farewe!l the youth, whom, fighs could not 
| detain ; | [vain 
Whom Zara's breaking heart implor'd in 

Yet as thou go'ſt, may ev'ry blaſt ariſe, 

Weak and unfelt as theſe rejected ſighs ! 

Safe o'er the wild, no perils may'ſt thou ſee; 

No griefs endure ; nor weep, falſe youth, 
like me! 5 

O let me ſafely to the fair return, 

Say, with a Kiſs, ſhe muſt not, ſhall not 

mourn ! : 

O let me teach my heart to loſe its fears, 

Recall'd by Wiſdom's voice, and Zara's 
tears!“ 

He ſaid ; and call'd on Heav'n to bleſs the 
day, Lway, 

When back to Schiraz” walls he bent his 

' COLLINS. 


Conference 


LITERATURE. 


Conference between Achilles and 
Hector, at the Time of that 
Engagement, which proved fa- 
tal to the laſi-mentioned Hero. 


Exoven „O ſon of Peleus ! Troy has 
view'd _ 5 

Her walls thrice circled, and her chief pur- 
ſu'd. 125 

But now ſome god within me bids me try 

Thine, or my fate: I kill thee, or I die. 


et on the verge of battle let us ſtay, 


And for a moment*s ſpace ſuſpend the day; 

Let Heav'n's high pow'rs be call'd to arbi- 
n 1 

The juſt conditions of this ſtern debate, 

(Eternal witneſſes of all below, 

And faithful guardians of the treaſur'd vow!) 


To 
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'To them I Twear ; if, victor in the trite, 
Jove by theſe hands ſhall ſhed thy noble life, 
No vile diſhonour ſhall thy corps purſue ; 
Stript of its arms alone (the conqu'ror's due) 
The reſt to Greece, uninjur'd I'Il reſtore: 
Now plight thy mutual oath, I aſk no more. 


Talk not of oaths (the dreadful chief replies, 

While anger flaſh'd from his diſdainful eyes) 

Deteſted as thou art, and ought to be, 

Nor oath nor pact Achilles plights with 
thee : | | | 

Such pacts, as lambs and rapid\wolves com- 
bine, | | 

Such leagues, as men and furious lions join, 

To ſuch I call the gods! one conſtant ſtate 

Of laſting rancour and eternal hate: 

No thought but rage, and never-ceaſing ſtrife, 

Till death extinguiſh rage, and thought, 
and life. 

Rouze then thy forces this important hour, 

Collect thy ſoul, and call forth all thy 


pow'r. 


Ns 
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No farther ſubterfuge, no farther chance ; 

'Tis Pallas, Pallas, gives thee to my lance ; 

Each Grecian ghoſt by thee depriv'd of 
breath, 

Now hovers round, and calls thee to thy 


death. 
HOMER. 


bh nn bo parton atfo dp 


Maria. 


They were the ſweeteſt notes 
Jever heard; and I inſtantly let 
down the foreglaſs to hear them 
more diſtinctly Tis Maria, ſaid 
the poſtillion, obſerving I was 
- litening—Poor Maria, continued 
he, leaning his body to one fide 
to let me ſee her, (for ſhe was in 
a line betwixt us) is fitting up- 

ON 
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on a bank playing her veſpers 
upon her pipe, with her little 
goat beſide her. 

The young fellow uttered this 
with an accent and a look ſo 
perfectly in tune to a feeling 
heart, that J inſtantly made a 
vow, I would give him a four 

and twenty ſous piece, when 1 
got to Moulines_. 

| ——And who is poor Maria? 
faid I. 

The love and pity of all the 
villages around us; ſaid the poſ- 
tillion it is but three years ago, 

that the ſun did not ſhine upon 
ſo fair, ſo quick-witted and ami- 


able a maid ; and better fate did 
Maria 


VW 


4 


bd — — — — — — — — — 


2 — — 


= = _ 


Er 


Maria deſerve, than to have her 
banns forbid, by the intrigues 
of the curate of the pariſh who 
publiſhed them— 

He was going on, when Ma- 
ria, who had made a ſhort paule, 
put the pipe to her mouth and 
began the ſame air again—they 


were the ſame notes; yet were 


ten times ſweeter ; It 
evening ſervice to the Virgin, 
ſaid the young man—but who 
has taught her to play it—or how 
ſhe came by the pipe, no one 
knows; we think that Heaven 


has aſſiſted her in both; for ever 


ſince ſhe has been unſettled in 


her mind, it ſeems her only con- 
t {olation 


is the 
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ſolation—ſhe has never once had 
the pipe out of her hand, but 
plays that ſervice upon it almoſt 


night and day. 


The poſtillion delivered this 
with ſo much diſcretion and na- 
tural eloquence, that I could not 
help decyphering ſomething in 
his face above his condition, and 
ſhould have fifted out his hiſ- 
tory, had not poor Maria taken 
ſuch full poſſeſſion of me. 

- We had got up by this time 
almoſt to the bank where Maria 
was fitting : ſhe was in a thim 
white jacket, with her hair, all 
but two treſſes, drawn up into a 


hlken net, with a few olive leaves 
FJ Ts 


LITERATURE. 37 


twiſted a little fantaſtically on 


one fide—ſhe was beautiful; and 


if ever I felt the full force of an 


honeſt heart-ach, it was the mo- 


ment I ſaw her 

—God help her ! poor dam- 
ſel ! above a hundred maſſes, 
ſaid the poſtillion, have been 
ſaid in the ſeveral pariſh churches 
and convents around, for her,— 
but without effect; we have ſtill 


hopes, as ſhe 1s ſenſible for ſhort 
intervals, that theVirginatlaſtwill 


reſtore her to herſelf; but her 


parents, who know her beſt, are 
hopeleſs upon that ſcore, and 


think her ſenſes are loſt for ever. 
As the poſtillion ſpoke this, 
. Maria 
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Maria made a cadence ſo me- 
lancholy, ſo tender and queru- 
lous, that I ſprung out of the 
Chaiſe to help her, and found 
myſelf fitting berwixt her and 
her goat before I relapſed n 
my enthuſiaſm. 
Maria looked wiſhfully for 
ſome time at me, and then at 
her goat—and then at me—and 
then at her goat again, and ſo 
on, alternately 
Well, Maria, ſaid I ſoft- 
ly—What refemblance do you 
find ? , 

1 do entreat che candid reader 
to believe me, that it was from 
the humbleft conviction of what 


* 
WW 
. 
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** 1 8 1 
od bl 


l T EIN AHT UA. 39 


a beaſt man is that I aſked the 


queſtion; and that I would not 


have let fallen an unſeaſonable 
pleaſantry in the venerable pre- 
ſence of Miſery, to be entitled 


to all the wit that ever Rabelais 


ſcattered. 

Adieu, Maria! — adieu, poor 
hapleſs damſel l —ſome time, 
but not now, I may hear thy ſor- 
rows from thy own lips — but J 
was deceived; for that moment 
the took her pipe and told me 


ſuch a tale of woe with it, that 


J roſe up, and with broken and 
irregular ſteps walked ſoftly to 
the chaiſe. 


When we had got within half 
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a league of Moulines, at a lit- 
tle opening in the road leading 


to a thicket, I diſcovered poor 
Maria fitting under a poplar— 
ſhe was fitting with her elbow in 


her lap, and her head leaning 


on one fide within her hand—a 
ſmall brook ran at the foot of the 
tree. 


I bade the poſtillion go on 


| with the chaiſe to Moulines—and 


La Fleur to beſpeak my ſupper 
—and that I would walk after 
him. Ss . 
She was dreſſed in white, and 
much as my friend deſcribed her, 
except that her hair hung looſe, 
which before was twiſted within 

a 
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a ſilk net. She had, ſuperadded 
likewife to her jacket, a pale 
green ribband which fell acroſs 
her ſhoulder to the waiſt; at the 
end of which hung ber pipe.— 
Her goat had been as faithleſs as 
her lover; and ſhe had got A 
little dog in lieu of him, which 
ſhe had kept tied by a ſtring to 
her girdle; as I looked at her 
dog, ſhe drew him towards her 
with the ſtring ! Thou ſhalt not 
© leave me Sylvio,“ ſaid ſhe. I 
looked in Maria's eyes, and ſaw 
ſhe was thinking more of her fa- 


ther than of her lover or her lit- 
tle goat ; for as ſheuttered them, 


the tears trickled down her 
Checks. 


D 3 I 


42 BEAUTIES OF 


/ 


I fat down cloſe by her; and 
Maria let me wipe them away as 
they fell, with my handkerchief. 
I then ſteeped it in my own— 
and then in hers—and then in 
mine—and then I wiped hers 
again—and as I did it, I felt ſuch 
undeſcribable emotions within 
me, as I am ſure could not be 
accounted for from any combi- 
- nations of matter and motion. 

i am poſitive I have a ſoul ; 
nor can all the books with which 
materialiſts have peſtered the 
world, ever convince me to the 
contrary. _ 

When Maria had come a lit- 
tle to herfelf, I aſked her if ſhe 

remembered 
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remembered a pale thin perſon 
of a man who had ſat down be- 
twixt her and her goat about 
two years before? She ſaid, ſhe 
was unſettled much at that time, 
but remembered it upon two ac- 
counts that ill as ſhe was, ſhe 
ſaw the perſon pitied her; and 
next, that her goat had ſtolen 
his handkerchief, and ſhe had 
beat him for the theft - ſhe had 
waſhed it, ſhe ſaid, in the brook, 
and kept it ever ſince in her 
pocket to reſtore it to him in 
caſe ſhe ſhould ever ſee him 
again, which, ſhe added; he 
had half promiſed her. As ſhe 
tald me this, ſhe took a hand- 

Bb kerchief 
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kerchief out of her pocket to 
let me ſee it; ſhe had folded it 
up neatly in a couple of vine 
leaves, tied round with a ten- 
dril—-on opening it, I ſaw an S 
marked in one of the corners. 
She had ſince that, ſhe told 
me, ſtrayed as far as Rome, and 
walked round St. Peter's once 
and returned back — that ſhe 
found her way alone acroſs the 
Apennines—had travelled over 
all Lombardy without money— 
and through the flinty roads of 
Savoy without ſhoes—how ſhe 
had borne it, and how ſhe had 
got ſupported, the could not 
1 tell 
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tell but God tempers the wind, 
ſaid Maria, to the ſhorn lamb. 
Shorn indeed ! and to the 
quick, ſaid I ; and waſt thou in 
my land, where I have a cottage, 
I would take thee to it and ſhel- 
ter thee ; thou ſhouldſt eat of my 
own bread, and drink of my own 
cup—I would be kind to thy 
Sylvio—in all thy weakneſſes and 
wanderings I would ſeek after 
thee and bring thee back—when 
the ſun went down I would ſay 
: my prayers, and when I had 
done, thou ſhoulſt play thy even- 
| ing ſong upon thy pipe, nor 
would the incenſe of my ſacrifice 
| be worſe accepted for entering 
heaven 
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heaven along with that of a bro- 
ken heart. 

Nature melted within me, as 
I uttered this; and Maria ob- 
ſerving, as I took out my hand- 


kerchief that it was ſteeped too 


much already to be of uſe, 
would needs go waſh it in the 
ſtream. And where will you 
dry it, Maria? faid 1. I will 


dry it in my boſom, aid ſhe. - 


it will do me good. 


And is your heart ſtill ſo 


warm, Maria? ſaid J. | 
I touched upon the ſtring on 


which hung all her forrows—ſhe 
looked with wiſtful diſorder for 


ſome time in my face; ; and then, 


w irhout | 
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without ſaying any thing, took 


her pipe, and played her ſervice 
to the Virgin——The ſtring 1 
had touched ceaſed” to vibrate—- 


in a moment or two Maria re- 


turned to herſelf let her Pipe 


fall and roſe up. 0 


And where are you Soda; 


Maria? ſaid I.—She faid to 
Moulines—Let us go, ſaid I, to- 


gether. Maria put her arm with- 


in mine, and lengthening the 
ſtring to let the dog follow—in 
that order we entered Moulines. 

Though I hate ſalutations and 
greetings in the market- place, 
yet when we got into the middle 


of this, I ſtopped to take my laſt 


1608 and laſt * of Maria. 
Maria, 
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Maria, though not tall, was 
nevertheleſs of the firſt order of 
fine forms-affliction had touch- 
ed her looks with ſomething that 
was ſcarce carthly—ſ{till ſhe was 
feminine — and ſo much was 
there about her of all that the 
heart wiſhes, or the eye looks 
for in woman, that could the 
traces be ever worn out of her 
brain, and thoſe of Eliza's out 
of mine, ſhe ſhould not only eat 
of my bread and drink of my | 
own cup, but Maria ſhould lie | 
in my boſom, and be unto: me 
as a daughter. 

Adieu, poor luckleſs maiden! 
imbibe the oil and wine which 

the 
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the compaſſion of a ſtranger, as 
he journeyeth on his way now 
pours into_thy-wounds—the Be- 
ing who has twice bruiſed thee, 


can only bind them up for ever. 
STERNE, 


- dug Hh Hh Fu 


Univerſal Order. 
Arr are but parts of one ſtupendous 


whole, 


Whoſe body nature is, and God the ſoul ; 


That, chang'd thro? all, and yet in all the NS 


ſame, 
Great in the earth, as in th' ethereal frame : 
Warms in the ſun, refreſhes in the breeze, 
Glows in the ſtars, and bloſſoms in the trees 
Lives through all life, extends through all 
extent ; © 
Spreads undivided, operates unſpent ; 
VOL. II. 8 Breathes 
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Breathes in our ſoul, informs our mortal 
Part, | 

As full, as perfect, in a hair as heart; 

As full, as perfect, in vile man that mourns, 

As the rapt Seraph that adores and burns : 

To him no high, no low, no great, no 
fmall ; | 

He fills, he bounds, connedts, and equals 
all. 


* Ceaſe then, nor Order imperfection name: 

Our proper bliſs depends on what we blame. 

Know thy own point: This kind, this due 
gegres _ 


| of blindneſs, 3 Wo" n 8 8850 on 


thee. \, 
Submit. In this, or any 3 
Secure to be as bleſt as thou canſt bear: 
Safe in the hand of one diſpoſing pow'r, 
Or in the natal, or the mortal hour. 
All Nature is but Art, unknown to thee; 
All Chance, Direction, which Wan canſt 
not-ſee.z 


.- All 
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All Diſcord, Harmony not underſtood ; 
All partial Evil, univerſal Good : | 
And, ſpite of Pride, in erring Reaſon's ſpite, 
One truth is clear, Whatever is, is right. 
| POPE. 
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Epigram on Quin and Foote. 
| As Quin and Foote 
One day walk'd out 
To view the country round, 
In merry mood 


They chatting ſtood, 
Hard by the village-pound. 


Foote from his poke 
A ſhilling took, 
And faid, I'll bet a penny 
In a ſhort ſpace, 
Within this place, 
I'll make this piece a guinea. 
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Upon the ground, 
V/ithin the pound, 

The ſhilling ſoon was thrown ; 
Behold, ſays Foote, 


The thing's made out, 


For there is one pound one. 


J wonder not, | 
Says Quin, that thought 

Should in your head be found, 
Since that's the way, 


Your debts you pay, 
Ons ſhilling in the pound. 


Dialogue 


Ir AT UN 


Dialogue between a Nobleman, in 
4 Dream, in which he fancied 
himſelf dead, and a dead Beg- 
gar buried by the Side * Him. 


1 DREAM T that, buried in my fellow 
clay, 

Cloſe by a common beggar's fide I lay; 

And, as fo mean a neighbour ſhock'd my 
pride, 

Thus (like a corpſe of quality) I cry'd : 


Away! thou ſcoundrel; henceforth touch. 


: me not; 
More manners learn, and at a diſtance rot.“ 
Thou ſeoundre!!' in a louder tone, cry'd 


he, | 
Proud lump of dirt, I ſcorn thy wores 
and thee; 3 


We're equal now, I'll not an inch reſign; 
This is my dunghill, as the next is thine, 
E. 3 | Dr. 


* 3 
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Dr. Barnard having advanced in converſa- 
tion with Sir Joſhua Reynolds and other 
wits, that he thought © no man could 
% improve when he was paſt the age of 
6 forty-five;”* Dr. Samuel Johnſon, who 
was in company, immediately turned 
round to the facetious Dean, and told him 
that he was an inſtance to the contrary, 
for that there was great room for improve- 
ment in him (the Dean,) c and wiſhed 
c he'd ſet about it:?“ upon which, the 
Dean the next day, ſent the following 


elegant Bagatelle to Sir Joſhua Reynolds 
and the ſame company. 


Verjes to. Sir F. Reynolds and Go, 
1 LATELY thought no man alive 


Could e'er improve paſt forty-five, 
And ventur'd to aſſert it ; 


* 
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The obſervation was not new, 


But ſeem'd to me ſo juſt and true, 
That none could controvert it. 


«© No, Sir“ ſays Johnſon, “ tis not ſo; 
That's your miſtake, and I can ſhew > 
An inſtance, if you doubt it; 
You, Sir, who are near forty-2ight, 
May much improve, tis not too late, 

I wiſh you'd ſet about it.“ 


Encourag'd thus to mend my faults, 

I turn'd his counſel-in my thoughts, 
Which way I ſhould apply it ; 

Learning and wit ſeem'd paſt my reach, 

For who can learn when none will teach 2 
And wit—I could not buy it. 


Then come, my friends, and try your ſkill, 
You can inform me if you will, | 


(My books are at a diſtance.) . 
With you I'll live and learn, and then, 


Inſtead of books, I ſhall read men, 
So lend me your aſſiſtance. 
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Dear Knight* of Plympton, teach me how 
To ſuffer with unruffled brow, 3 
And ſmile ſerene like thine, 
The jeſt uncooth, or truth ſevere, 
To ſuch 1'il turn my deafeft ear, 
And calmly drink my wine. 


Thou ſay'ſt, not only ſkill is gain'd, 
But genius too may be attain'd, 

By ſtudious imitation: 
Thy temper mild, thy genius fine, 
T'll copy, till T make thee mine, 

By conſtant application. 


- 'The art of pleaſing, teach me, Garrick, 
Thou, who reverſeſt Odes Pmdaric, 
A ſecond time read o'er ; 
Oh ! could we read thee backward too, 
Laſt thirty years thou ſhould'ſt review, 
And charm us thirty more. 


7 


If I have thoughts, and can't expreſs em, 
Gibbons ſhall teach me how to dreſs em, 


In terms ſelect and terſe ; 
Jones 


* Sir Joſhua Reynolds. 


* 
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Jones teach me modeſty and Greek, 
Smith how to think, Burke how to ſpeak, 
And Beauclerc to converſe. 


Let Johnſon teach me how to place 


In faireſt light each borrow'd grace; 
From him I'Il learn to write; 

Copy his clear familiar ſtyle, 

And from the roughneſs of his file, 
Grow like HIMSELF—POLITE. 


Biſhop Corbet to bis Son Vincent 


Corbet, two'Years of Age. 


V y HAT I ſhall leave thee” none can 
mn: | 

But all ſhall ſay J wiſh you well; 

I wiſh thee, Vin. before all wealth, 

Both bodily and ghoſtly health : 


2 


Made Biſhop of Norwich in 163 2. 
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Not too much wealth or wit come to thee— 
Too much of either may undo thee. 

J wiſh thee learning, not for ſhow, 5M 
Enough for to inſtruct and know; 
Not ſuch as gentlemen require, 

To prate at table and at fire. 

I wiſh thee all thy mother's graces, 
Thy father's fortunes and his places.. 
J wiſh thee friends, and one at Court, 
Not to build on, but ſupport ;. 

To keep thee not in doing many 
Oppreſſions, but from ſuff*ring any. 
I wiſh thee peace in all thy ways, 

Nor lazy nor contentious days: 

And when thy ſoul and body part, 

As innocent as now thou art. 


ee iN” 


On Suicide. 


FRIEND. 


83 youth, forbear O lay that roi 
nard by; 


Nor bold! v thus the wrath of Heav'n defy ! 
Contend 


= 


* 


But calmly bear the allotted ills of life: 
Not from thy ſtation treacherouſly withdraw, 
Aſſign'd by Heaven's inviolable law. 


$VICIDB, : 


Wich grief with pain, with n . 


preſt, 
No ray of hope to cheer the tortur'd breaſt ; 
Or, with ill-fortune, ſay a wretch-has ſtrove; 
Neglect of friends—or pangs of {lighted 


love: : 
What law commands ſuch wretches to en- 
dure 


Thoſe deſperate . which admit no cure?” 


FRIEND. 
The firſt primordial law, by Heaven impreſt 


At men's creation, on the human breaſt, 


The love of life which nothing can con- 


troul, 
Till loſs of reaſon dupifies the ſoul. 
'Self-preſeryation is God's firm decree; 


Lan ſelf· deſtructionꝰ then from guilt be 


free ? 


The 
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Contend not with thy God, in impious ſtrife, 
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' 'The fear of death, the ſtouteſt heart appals ; 
Then liſten to her voice—*tis nature calls 
Haſt thou no offspring; no dear faithful 
wife 
By love, by intereſt, anxious for thy life? 
No aged father, or more tender mother? 
No friend - more dear than ſiſter or than bro- 


ther? 

If thou thyſelf canſt mock the poinard's 
ſmart, 

Ah! plunge not thus the dagger in their 
heart. 


But ſay, then, whence theſe miſeries , 
Tho? Man is fooliſh, God is good and wiſe ; 
By whoſe kind plan, 'tis evident mankind 
Were for a life of happineſs deſign'd. 
Thy griefs then ſpring from luxury and 
| "" 06.3.6 

Thy poverty, perhaps, from cards or dice. 
Does love, like Werter's, thy fond breaſt in- 

ſpire ? 


' Let reaſon quench at once th' adulterous fire, 


Nor think to intrude, amidſt the bleſt above, 
A ſoul defil'd with fin and guilty love. 


As 
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As death to murder is by Heaven decreed, 

Self- murder ſurely is a fouler deed, 

And death eternal muſt that crime ſucceed. 

For mercy's ſelf, though eager to relent, 

Expects, at leaſt, our crimes we ſhould re- 
pent, | 

And what atonement can the wretch deviſe, 

Who wilfully affronts his God—and dies. 

Then yield not, coward like, to tranſient 
OT OTE 

But, like a Chriſtian hero, face thy foe ! 

Dare to be wretched—if thou dar'ſt to fin ; 

Leſt, when theſe pains thou'ſt ended—worſe 

begin, | 


A. 
ee 


Ode on Contentment. 


Se akk of pure celeſtial fire, 
Part of all the world's deſire, 
VOL. II. F Paradiſe 
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_ - Paradiſe of earthly bliſs, 

Heav'n o'th? other world, and this! 

. Tell me where thy court abides ? 
Where thy glorious chariat rides ? 


Eden knew thee for a day, 

But thou would'ſt no longer ſtay; 
Outed for poor Adam's fin, | 
By the flaming cherubim ; 

Vet thou lov'ſt that happy ſhade 
Where thy beauteous form was made; 
And thy kindneſs fill remains 
To the woods and flow'ry plains. 


f Happy David found thee there, 

Sporting in the open air, 
As he led his flocks along, 
Feeding on his rural ſong; 

But when courts and honours had 

Snatch'd away the lovely lad, | 
Thou who there no room could'ſt find, 
Let him go, and ſtay' d behind. 
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His wiſe ſon, with care and pain, 
Search'd all nature's frame in vain; 
For a while, moſt anxious, he 


63 


Search'd it round, but found not thee : 


Beauty own'd ſhe k new thee not; 
Plenty had thy name forgot z 

Muſic only did aver, 

Once you came and danc'd with her. 


All the world ſtill hunt about: 
Happy he who finds thee out 

Some have dream'd thou ſtill doſt ſit 
Circb'd round with Mirth and Wit. 
In a cloyſter or a pew, 

Others always ſeek for you; 

But their ſearch alike is vain; 
Theſe moroſe, and thoſe profane. 


The mother only, with fond care, 
Hugs her child, and finds thee there; 
Kiſſes whilſt aſleep it lies, 

And upon it feaſts her eyes, 


F 2 


Till 
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Till the little bantling came 
_ Juſt to liſp its mammy's name; 
Then her airy hopes decay, 
Like viſionary ſhades, away. 


Oh ! then, Contentment, 
Since thy throne thou doſt not place 
In a palace, or a face: 
Since thou coyly paſſeſt by 
Pleaſures, riches, harmony ; 
Since we cannot find thee out 
With the witty, or devout ; | 
Since I here of thee deſpair, 
I'll aim at Heav'n, and find thee there. 


Ode to Truth. 


Gay, will no white-rob'd Son of Light, 
Swift darting from his heav'nly height, 
Here 
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Here deign to take his hallow'd 
fand; | 
Here wave his amber locks ; unfold | 
His pinions cloath'd with downy gold; 
Here ſmiling ſtretch his tutelary wand: 
And you, ye hoſt of ſaints, for ye have 
known 
Each dreary path in life's perplexing maze, 
Tho' now ye circle yon eternal throne 
With harpings high of inexpreſſive praiſe, 
Will not your train deſcend in radiant 
ſtate, : 
To break with Mercy's beam this gathering 
cloud of Fate? 


Tis ſilence all. No Son of Light 
Darts ſwiftly from his heav'nly height: 
No train of radiant Saints deſcend. 
© Morrtals, in vain ye hope to find, 
If guilt, if fraud has ſtainꝰd your mind, 
© Or Saint to hear, or Angel to de- 
fend.“ 


F 3 80 
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So Truth proclaims, I hear the ſacred 
| ſound. - 

Burſt from the centre of her burning throne: 
Where aye ſhe fits with Rar-wreart' d luſ- 

\ tre crown'd: 

A bright Sun claſps her adamantine zone. 
80 Truth proclaims: her awful voice I 
hear : | 
With many a ſolemn pauſe it ſlowly meets 
my ear. 


e 3 ye ſons of Men ; attend, ad 
| fay, . 
Does not enough of my refulgent ray 
Break through the veil of your mortality? 
Say, does not reaſon in this form deſcry 
Unnumber'd, nameleſs glories, that ſurpaſs 
The Angel's floating pomp, the Seraph's 
glowing grace ? 
Shall then your carth-born . 
| vie 
With me? Shall ſhe, whoſe brighteſt 
eye | 


But 
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But emulates the diamond's blaze, 
Whoſe cheek but mocks the peach's 
bloom, 
Whoſe breath the ESR perfume, 
Whoſe melting voice the warbling woodlark's 
lays, 
Shall ſhe be deem'd my rival ? Shall a 
form 
Of elemental droſs, of mould'ring clay, 
Vie with theſe charms A The 


bo 


poor worm — 
Shall prove her conteſt vain. Life's little 
Shall 12 and ſhe is gone: while I ap- 
pear 


Fluſh'd with the bloom of youth through 


Heay*n's eternal year. 


Know, Mortals, know, ere firſt ye ſprung, 
Ere firſt theſe orbs in ther hung, 

I ſhone amid her heavenly throng, 
Theſe eyes beheld Creation's day, 
This voice began the choral lay, 


And 
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And taught Archangels their triumphant 
| fong, ' 4 
Pleas'd 1 furvey'd bright Nature's gra- 
: WW 
Saw infant Light with kindling luſtre ſpread, 
' Soft vernal fragrance clothe the flow'ring 
earth, 
And Ocean heave on its extended bed; 
Saw the tall pine aſpiring pierce the ſky, 
The tawny lion ſtalk, the rapid eagle fly. 


Laſt, Man aroſe, erect in youthful grace, 

Heaven's hallow'd image ſtamp'd upon 

his face, 8 [giv'n, 

And, as he roſe, the high beheſt was 

That I alone, of all rke hoſt of heav'n, 

Should reign Protectreſs of the godlike 

- Youth :*: | 

Thus the Almighty ſpake: he fpake, and 

call'd me TRUTH. 
MASON. 


Ombre. 
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Ombre. 


Bra now, whom thirſt of fame 


invites, 


Burns to encounter two advent'rous Knightss 

At Ombre ſingly to decide their doom; 

And ſwells her breaſts with conqueſts yet to 
nn 

Strait the three bands prepare in arms to join, 

Each band the number of the ſacred Nine. 


| Soon as ſhe ſpreads her hand, th' aerial 


guard | 
Deſcend, and fit on each important card : 


Firſt Ariel perch'd upon a matadore, 
Then each according to the rank he bore; 
For Sylphs, yet mindful of their ancient 
race, 
Are, as when Women, wond'rous fond of 
place. 


Behold, 
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Behold, four Kings in majeſty rever'd, 
With hoary whiſkers and a forky beard ; 

And four fair Queens, whoſe hands ſuſtain a 

__ flowr, 
Thꝰ expreſſive emblem of their ſofter pow'r ; 
Four Knaves in garbs ſuceinct, a truſty band, 
Caps on their heads, and halberts in their 
| hand ; 
And party-colour'd troops, a ſhining train, 

Drawn forth to combat on the velvet plain. 


= he {ſkilful Nymph reviews her force with 
care : 

Let Spades be trumps ! ſhe ſaid, and trumps 
they were. 


No move to war her fable Matadores, 

In ſhow like leaders of the ſwarthy Moors. 
Spadillo firſt, unconquerable Lord } [ board. 
Led off two captive trumps, and ſwept the 
As many more Manillio forc'd to yield, 
And march'd a victor from the verdant field. 
Him Baſto follow'd, but his fate more hard 


Gain'd but one trump, and one Plebeian card. 
| With 
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With his broad ſabre next, a chief in years, 
The hoary Majeſty of Spades appears, 
Puts forth one manly leg, to fight reveal'd, 
The reſt his many-colour'd robe conceal'd. 
The rebel Knave, who dares his prince en- 
Sage, 
Proves the juſt victim of his royal rage, 
* n mighty Pam, that Kings and 1 
o*erthrew, 
"And mow'd down armies in the fights of Lu, 
Sad chance of war, now deſtitute of aid, . 
Falls undiſtinguiſh*d by the victor Spade ! 


Thus far both armies to Belinda yield ; 

Now to the Baron fate inclines the field. 

His warlike Amazon her hoſt invades, 

Th' imperial conſort of the crown. of Spades. 

The Club's black tyrant firft her victim dy'd, 

Spite of his haughty mien, and barb'rous 
pride : 

What boots the regal circle on his head, 

His giant limbs in ſtate unweildy ſpread ; 


That 
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That long behind he trails his pompous robe, 
And, of all monarchs, only graſps the globe? 


The Baron now, his Diamonds pours apace; 

Th' embroider'd King who ſhews but half 
his face, [ bin'd, 

And his refulgent Queen, with pow'rs com- 

Of. broken troops an eaſy conqueſt find. 

Clubs, Diamonds, Hearts, in wild diſorder 

| ſeen, 

With throngs promiſcuous An, the level 

| green, 

Thus, when diſpers'd a routed army runs, 

Of Aſia's troops, and Afric's table ſons, 

With like confuſion different nations fly, 

Of various habit, and of various dye, 

'The pierc'd battalions diſunited fall, 

In heaps on heaps ; one fate o'erwhelms 

them all. 


O% 


The Knave of Diamonds tries his wily arts, 


And wins (oh ſhameful chance!) the Queen 
of Hearts. 


TY 
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At this, the blood the virgin s cheek for= 
ſook, © 
A livid paleneſs ſpreads o'er all her look ; 


She ſees, and trembles at th? approaching ill, 


Juſt in the jaws of ruin, and Codille. 


And now, (as oft in ſome diſtemper'd ſtate) 


On one nice trick depends the gen'ral fate, 

An Ace of Hearts ſteps forth; the King un- 
ſeen 

Lurk'd in her hand, and mourn'd his 1 
tive Queen: 

He ſprings to vengeance with an eager pace, 

And falls like thunder on the proftrate Ace. 


The Nymph exulting fills with ſhouts the 


ky; 
The walls, the woods, and long canals re- 
ply. | 
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Day. A Paſtoral in Three Parts. 
| MORNING, 
Ix the barn the tenant cock, | 
_ Cloſe to Partlet perch'd on high, 
Briſkly crows, (the ſhepherd's clock!) 


Jocound that the morning's: nigh.. 


Swiftly from the mountain's brow, 
Shadows, nurs'd by night, retire; 

And the peeping ſun-beam, now, 

* Paints with gold the village ſpire. 


Philomel forſakes the thorn, 
Plaintive where ſhe prates at night; 

And the lark, to meet the morn, 
Soars beyond the ſhepherd's fight. 


From the low roof'd cottage ridge, 

See the chatt' ring ſwallow ſpring; 
Darting through the one- arch'd bridge, 
Quick ſhe dips her dappled wang. New 


A 
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Now the pine - tree's waving top 
Gently greets the morning gale; 


Kidlings, now, begin to crop 
Daiſies, on the dewy dale. 


"a 
— 


From the balmy ſweets, uncloy'd, 
(Reſtleſs till her taſk be done) 

Now the buſy bee's employ'd, 
Sipping dew before the ſun. 


py T rickling through the crevic'd rock, 
Where the limpid ſtream diſtils, 
Sweet refreſhment waits the flock, 
When 'tis ſun-drove from the hills. 


Colin's for the promis: d corn 
(Ere the harveſt hopes are ripe) 
1 Anxious z whilſt the huntſman's horn, 
Boldly ſounding, drowns his pipe. 
Sweet—O ſweet, the warbling throng, 
On the white embloſſom'd ſpray ! 


Nature's univerſel ſong 
Echo's to o the riſing _ 
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NOON. . 
FERVID on the glitt'ring flood, 
Now the noon-tide radiance glows ; 
Drooping o'er its infant bud; 
Not a dew-drop's left the roſe. 


+ By the brook the ſhepherd dines, 
From the fierce meridian heat 
Shelter'd by the branching pines, 


Pendant o'er his graſſy ſeat. 


Now the flock forſakes the glade, 
Where uncheck'd the ſun-beams fall ; 


Sure to find a pleafing ſhade 
By the ivy'd abbey wall. 


Echo, in her airy round, 
'  Ofer the river, rock, and hill, 
Cannot catch a ſingle ſound, 
Save the clack of yonder mill. 


Cattle court the zephyrs bland, 
Where the ſtreamlet wanders cool ; 

Or with languid filence ſtand 

Midway in the marſhy pool. 


Bur 
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But from mountain, dell, or ſtream, 
Not a flutt'ring zephyr ſprings ; 

Fearful leſt the noon-tide beam 
Scorch it's ſoft, it's ſilken wings. 


Not a leaf has leave to ſtir, 
Nature's lull'd—ſerene—and till ! 
Quiet een the ſhepherd's cur, 
Sleeping on the heath-clad hill. 


Languid is the landſcape round, 
Till the freſh-deſcending fhower, 

Grateful to the thirſty ground, 
Raiſes ev'ry fainting flower, 


Now the hill—the hedge—is green, 
Now the warbler's throats in tune ; 

Blithſome is the verdant ſcene, 
Brighten'd by the beams of Noon ! 


EVENING, 
O'ER the heath the heifer ſtrays 
Free — (the furrow'd taſk is done;) 
Now the village windows blaze 
Burniſh'd by the ſetting ſun. 
G 3 


2 


— 


Now 


A. 

— E 
T_T 

"PTY .- \ 
a Ag - 
= £ a Fe? CY 1 a —_— 
1 þ _— 

"> RES» 
\ hu d 


78 BEAUTIES OF 


Now he ſets behind the hill, 
Sinking from a golden ſky ; 

Can the pencil's mimic ſkill, 
Copy the refuigent dye ? 


Trudging as the ploughmen go, 
(To the ſmoking hamlet bound) 

Giant-like their ſhadows grow, 
Lengthen'd o'er the level ground. 


Where the riſing foreſt ſpreads - 
Shelter for the lordly dome! 
To their high-built airy beds, 
See the rooks returning home! 


As the lark with vary'd tune, 
Carols to the evening loud; 


Mark the mill reſplendent moon, 
Breaking through a parted cloud! 


Now the hermit howlet peeps 
From the barn or twiſted brake ; 

And the blue miſt ſlowly creeps, 
Curling on the filver lake. 
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As the trout in ſpeckled pride, 
Play ful from its boſom ſprings ; 


To the banks, a ruffled tide 


Verges in ſucceſſive rings. 


Tripping through the filken graſs, 
O'er the path divided dale. 

Mark the roſe-complexon'd-laſs 
With her well-pois'd milking pail ! 


Linnets with unnumber'd notes, 


And the cuckow-bird with two, 
Tuning ſweet their mellow OR 
Bid the ſetting-ſun adieu. 
CUNNINGHANML | 


A Receipt for Courtſhip. 


T WO or three dears, and two or three 
ſweets ; 


Two or three balls, and two or three treats ; 
Two 
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Two or three ferenades, given as a lure; 
Two or three oaths how much they endure;. 
Two or three meſſages ſent in one day; 


Two or three ſoft ſpeeches made by the 


= way; 


Tvo or three times led out from the play; | 


Two or three tickets for two or fits times; 
Two or three love- letters writ all in rhymes; 


Two or three months keeping ſtrict to theſe 
rules, 


Can never fail making a couple of fools. 


| SWIFT. 
. 
The Editor's Wiſh. 
Fu humble is my. prayer I | tom 


For humble I have always been: 


Far from the wiſhes to be rich, 


- 


I aſk not, for I need not much. 


- Give me, kind Fortune, give me clear, 


Two hundred fterling pounds a year !— 
Full humble is my prayer I ween, 


For humble I have always been. 
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On the Proſpect of Death. 


O THOU unknown, Almighty Cauſe 
Of all my hope and fear ! 
In whoſe dread Preſence, ere an hour, 
Perhaps I muſt appear : 
f 


If I have wander'd in thoſe paths 
Of life I ought to ſhun ; | 

As Something, loudly, in my breaſt, 
Remonſtrates I have done : 


Thou know'ſt that Thou haſt formed me 
. With, paſſions wild and ſtrong ; 
And liſt'ning to their witching voice 
Has often led me wrong. 


Where human weakneſs has come ſhort, 
Or frailty ſtept aſide, | 

No Thou, All-Good ! for ſuch Thou art, 
In ſhades of darkneſs hide. | 
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Where with intention I have err- d, 
No other plea I have, 
But, Thou art good ; and Goodneſs ain 


'Delighteth to forgive, Eo. 
BURNS. 
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The Conclufion. . 


. Ax honeſt crew, diſpoſed to be merry, | 
Came to a tavern by, and call'd for wine: 
The drawer brought it (ſmiling like a chirry) 
And told them it was pleaſant, neat, and 
fine, — 
Taſte it, quoth one: he did; Oh, fie ! J 
(quoth he) | 
This wine was good; now 't runs too 


— 


Another ſipp'd, to give the wine its due, 
And ſaid unto the reſt it drank too flat; 
| | The 
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T. third ſaid, it was old; the fourth, too 
new; ; 
a. as quoth the ffi, the Any likes 
me not. 
Thus, gentlemen, you ſee how in one 
hour 


The wine was new, old, flat, ſharp, 
ſweet „ and ſour, 


Unto this wine I do allude my Work; 
Which ſome will judge too trivial, ſome 
"© too grave : 
Wiſhing you'd not too minutely look, 
$0 bid you welcome to the beſt I have. 
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